Burying Appetite 


Author: deenie 
Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Axl Rose 


Relationships: N/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Jan Il 2018 08:35:49 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


chapter one 


"We need a fucking secretary,” | said, blowing cigarette smoke out over the Hollywood Hills. There were wild 


fires somewhere, forest fires. | could smell them. 


"What for?" Slash said, tipping back his bottle of Jack Daniels. The bottle was so odd, it was that rectangle. | 
watched the dark amber liquid in it slosh down when he tipped it back. It was almost gone. It was hardly noon, 


"What for? All these fucking messages on the answering machine and the goddamn fax machine. | can't keep up 
with all this shit. And why are you drinking this early? Jesus, Slash," | said, watching as he finished the bottle 
and tossed it aside. He moved the heavy black curls that obscured his eyes to look at me, to level me with a 
drunken stare. 


He didn't answer about drinking this early, but it was concerning me. It was also pissing me off. | knew what he 
thought, him and all the rest of them, if they were thinking at all around all the fucking drugs and alcohol they 
were doing. They were thinking, "Sweet Child 0: Mine" is number one and "Appetite" is number one so we're all 


set for a little while. It's time to celebrate. But that's where they're wrong. 


"There's a message from MTV, they want an interview. | think I'll do an interview, just to keep us, like, in the 


public eye," | said, pushing my sunglasses up my nose. They were the mirrored cop ones, and | knew Slash was 
seeing a double reflection of himself in them when he looked at me. Good. | wanted to remain inscrutable. But 


he hardly responded at all. He gave me a half nod, and then he reached for a fresh bottle of booze. 


| was drinking, too, but | didn't feel like a hypocrite. It was late now. You couldn't see the stars from the back 
porch of this house, but you could see all the ambient light of downtown LA. IF was okay. I'd seen enough stars 


in Indiana. 


"You are fucking beautiful, you know that?" Slash said, picking up a strand of my hair and then letting it go. | 
jerked my head away, then took a long sip of my wine. 


"| guess you are, too. For a falling down drunk alcoholic," | said, and it was the fucking truth. He was an 
alcoholic. So was Duff. But he was beautiful, too. | looked at his crazy curly black hair and how it perfectly 
framed his face, that deep tan of his skin tone. That must be nice, to be so perfectly tan all year long. He 
should try being as white as the fucking underside of a fish like me. 


He laughed, and somewhere between noon and now he had half sobered up. | drank down my wine and lit up a 


cigarette and looked at the hazy lit up neighborhoods of LA. down below. 
"We've got to get our shit together,” | said, inhaling on my Marlboro. 
"Why? What are you talking about?" he said, his look sharper than it had been this afternoon. | wondered if he 


had been drinking all right, so noon was like the end of a long night for him, and tonight was like a new day. 
God, he was so fucked up. 


"lm talking about the new album we are supposed to be writing, the new videos we're supposed to be making, 


the new tour, that shit," | said. 
"Axl, our fucking album is number one right now, can't you enjoy this for a fucking second?" he said. 
Now | just looked at him, and | felt like | was alone. He didn't get it. None of them did. 


"C'mon," he said, taking my wine glass from me and putting it on the porch railing. Then he took my hand and 
tugged me toward the house. 


"II make you enjoy something," he said, and | wanted to stay mad. | wanted to be pissed off that none of the 
rest of them seemed to understand that we couldn't just rest, and celebrate. We had to bury "Appetite". We 
had to bury it. 


| closed my eyes when the harsh kitchen light hit them, and | let myself be dragged to our back bedroom, and 
Slash pushed me toward the bed. | fell onto it, and then he came toward me, pushing his hair out of his face 


so | could see his eyes, and they were so dark, the dark brown color edging the jet-black pupil 


"lIl make you forget everything," he said, his voice low and husky, the vowels stretching out like taffy. He 


leaned in and kissed me, and | closed my eyes again, feeling his tongue explore my mouth. 


"Hmmmm..okay," | said around the kisses, and | could feel his hand on my chest, sliding slowly down to my 


stomach to the button on my faded and frayed jeans. 


